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Do it for the Axl 


Headspace 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Just Fiction 


The crowd is roaring as the lights go out and Korn leaves the stage. The energy of the crowd is unbelievable. 
Gets me higher then any drug ever did, or could. I've been to countless gigs and | still get a sick feeling in the 
pit of my stomach before | go on. | know its fuckin’ stupid but I'm always scared I'll forget how to play. 


But tonight I'm more nervous then I've ever been. | think | need a drink. | fidget with my guitar as we wait for 


the crew to finish setting up. My hands are sweaty. | just stare out into the faceless crowd. 
Maybe he isn't here. 


Why would he be here? Check on the competition? Unlikely. Apologize? Hell, nol Make me so nervous | can't 
play? Maybe. Like we didn't already have enough stress going on in the band! And now this? 


The rest of band is almost as nervous as me, we wait here silently in the wings. Matt sulking, his arms folded 
against his chest. Dave tunes his guitar in silence. Not even Duff is happy, he stretches quietly, his face drawn 
and haggard. Scott stands in a corner, his head bowed. 

God, save us all from Axl Rose. 

But he might not be here, maybe the nameless source was wrong. | mean how reliable can it be? We don't 
even know the person! It makes no sense. Axl shouldn't be here. Why would he care? But | know deep down its 


true, | can feel it. 


Strange, you'd think that our bond wouldn't be that strong. After all, we can't stand each other! But it is, like 


some invisible rope that has tied our souls together. Tied our hearts together. 

Not that Axl has a soul, or a heart. Once upon a time he did. In our distant past, when he wasn't so arrogant 
and manipulative, so cold, so controlling. Or maybe he always was and | just never noticed. You know what they 
say, love is blind. 

The announcer startles me out of my thoughts. 

"And now, Give it up for." 

Guess we go on. This one show means more then anything. No screw ups, this has to be perfect. 

We'll show that fucker! 


"Velvet Revolver!" 


The crowd goes wild as we step out, the lights momentarily blinding me. | feel someone give my shoulder a 


squeeze and | jump in surprise. 

"You'll be ok?" Duff whispers in my ear. "Relax, man. He's probably not here." 
"Yeah." | sigh. "Right." 

Duff tries to give me a bear hug, causing his bass to smash me right in the. 
"Owl" | wince in pain "That fuckin’ hurt!" 

He gives me a lopsided grin “Sorry, bout that. Don't be a baby, Slash." 

"You hit me in the nuts!" 


He shrugs and his blonde hair falls in his face. "I said | was sorry. Now c'mon lets go kick some fuckin’ ass!" 


| clutch my guitar as | get into place. Scott nods to me and we rip into "Sucker Train Blues". My eyes scan the 


crowd, searching for him. But how do you expect to find one man in a crowd of |500 people? 
At first | don't see him, but then at the end of the first song | spot him. His hair is pulled back and he's 
wearing a baseball cap pulled low. But those eyes gave him away. Fierce, defiant, angry green emeralds. Eyes 


that never age, only burn brighter with the passing of time. 


My insides twist and | force myself to look away. We start the next song, "Do it for the Kids". | try not to look 
back at him, but | can't help myself. 


He stares back at me, and with a smirk fakes a yawn 


My blood boils. If we're so damn boring then just leave! An idea pops into my head, and | smile wickedly at him. 
You want excitement Axl? I'll give you excitement! 


As the second song ends | turn and whisper something to Scott, my eyes never leave Axl. 


The next song is "Headspace". | lower my head. Letting my hair fall into my face, obscuring my view of the 


petulant red head. My fingers fly over the guitar. I'll show you! 


Scott dances around, swivels his hips and struts towards me. | feel him getting close, he puts his arm around 


my shoulders and sings in my ear. 
| peer out from behind my hair. But Axl shows no emotion 


| nod slightly to Scott as my solo starts. He slinks around to the back and starts grinding against me. The heat 
of his body radiating, | can feel his sweat. 


| look up from playing. Axl is frowning, his eyes turning a stormy grey. 
Very good. 


| gyrate my hips against Scott. Our bodies move in a steady rhythm. His chest pressed against my back, our 
sweat intermingling. His breath hot is against my face. 


Oh no, l'm not suppose to get turned onl 
| glance over to Axl, his frown deepens. His eyes blaze with anger and hatred. 


Jealous, Babe? 


| congratulate myself, but I'm not quite done yet. My solo is almost over, so right before Scott starts singing 


again | lean my head back. Our cheeks touching, my lips graze his. His hands come around me, holding me tight 


before he lets go and slithers away. 

| grin madly at Axl. He bites his lip, and for a split second his fagade is blown. The mask is lifted and | see pain 
Hurt clouds his eyes, making him look like a child. But with a quick shake of his head its gone and the illusion is 
up. He mouths the words "Fuck you" and turns away, vanishing into the crowd. 


| give a sigh, | should be happy. | had just won 


Then why did | suddenly feel worse? 


Sucker Train Slash 


Author's Notes: 
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Sucker Train Slash 


"Slither" would be our last song of the night. My stomach was in a tight knot at the thought of the show 
ending. Would he still be there? Would he want to talk? 


| knew deep down inside he hadn't left yet. That wouldn't be Axl, retreating so soon He would have to get in 


the last word, the last laugh. He was somewhere around here, waiting. 
Waiting for me. 


Duff leans over to me, whispering comforting words. He understands too. | messed with the bull, and here 


comes the horns. 
| place my top hat on my head and grab my guitar. | can do this, just one more song! 


"Let's finish it, Slash!" Scott says, sidling up next to me. "We just gotta get through this." He hooks his arm 
around my waist, and my insides twist. "Fuck him, Slash! He's nothing, just fuck him!" 


| smile to myself in spite of the growing dread. Been there, done that. 

We march back out to the stage and the lights go on. I let my fingers fly, forgetting everything around me. | 
lose myself | the music. Not caring about the cheering crowds, Scott's hand on my back, and for a brief 
second forgetting all about that redhead. 


Just me and my music. 


It ends all too soon We make our way backstage and it's silent. No one speaks, no one cheers, not even a 


congratulatory group hug. 


My jacket hangs over one of the amps and | nervously grab my cigarette pack. A nicotine fix is in order. My 
hands are shaking so bad | can barely light it. 


Has he really gotten me this worked up? | thought all my feelings about this were dead and buried. It was all in 


the past, he hates me and | hate him. But why? Why do | feel like this? | would never ever go back to him. | 


can't, that part of my life is over. But seeing him stirred up all these forgotten emotions. 

My thought are interrupted by Duff roughly grabbing my shoulders. He leans in close to me and points to the 
side exit of the stage, where the crew usually cares the equipment to from the bus "Slash, if you want to go 
this way, out of the building | would understand." 

"Huh?" 


Duff bites his lip. "Wouldn't you rather go that way? You know, its probably easier to get on the bus from 
there." 


| shrug. "The back entrance is closer and my stuff is back that way anyway." 
Duff rolls his eyes and sighs. "No, Slash. Take the side entrance, please?" 
It suddenly dawns on me. "Axl is back there, isn't he?" My voice sounds raspy even to my own ears. 


Duff nods and gives me a reassuring hug. "You don't have to see him, we can go this way." 


| shake my head, but | feel sick. "No Duff, it's all right." | sigh and take another drag on my cigarette. "If he 
wants to talk | should give him the opportunity.” 


My friend's concerned gaze makes me feel a little better. ‘But Slash, if he wants to fight.” 

"Don't worry Duff, | can take care of myself." 

He nods. “Believe me | know that. But what you did up there, you know it really hurt him. | know you don't like 
him and he's a jerk, but make sure you don't cross the line. If you do, who's to say that Axl won't do 


something to get even? " 


Duff is a lot more intuitive then most people give him credit. He reads and understands people better the | 
ever could. And he was right, if | really had pissed off Axl then revenge would be the only thing on his mind. 


"IFI be fine, Duff. Relax." 


He doesn't let go of my shoulder. He just stares at me, his brown eyes searching my own. "I'll wait for you, 
outside." 


"Ok 


He finally lets go of me and wanders over to the side exit. 


| stick my cigarette in my mouth and trudge over towards the back. 
And there he is.. 


He stares at me from behind the baseball cap. His lips set in a firm line, and his jaw clenched. If looks could 


kill..| would be nothing but a pile of ash. 

"Axl," | try to say nonchalantly, but my voice quivers. 

"Slash," he says calmly. He lifts his head up to study me, intently. "How have you been?" 

| study him too. He doesn't look bad at all. He didnt have braids, wasn't fat the awful plastic surgery he had 
seemed to be somewhat reversed, he just looked like himself. That's sounds strange, but thats just what he 
looked like to me. He looked like he should, like his age. Maybe not quite as gracefully as some, but the inner 
fire in him burned as bright as ever. And that's what always attracted me to him, compelled me to become a 
slave to his every whim, that energy that no one could tame. 

"Slash!" he calls breaking me out of my trance. His voice is harsh and jarring. "| asked you a question 

"Oh, right. l'm good” | mumble. 

His eyes burn with anger. "That wasn't the question | asked!" 

| was confused. | could have sworn he asked me how | was doing. Didn't he? 

"What was the question, again?" 

"What the fuck you were doing up there?" 

| hide a smile and shrug. That was just like him, jumping on that right away. "Up where?" 

His eyes narrow. "On stage. What the hell was that?" 

Poor jealous Axl. 


"Oh, on stage. That? Oh, that was nothing." | grin inwardly, didn't think | could set him off like that. 


His glare drips of pure venom. "Nothing? Is that what you call that? The fuck it is! You and that bag of bones 
practically fuckin’ on the stage!" 


| choke out a laugh. "And you care?" 


"| don't. | just think its disgusting and wrong." Hatred practically radiates from him. 


"Wrong? How can you possibly call it ‘wrong’?! You are such a fuckin’ hypocrite." 

| thought you were married, Slash?" 

| thought you didn't care, Axl?" 

He fumes for a moment and looks away, when he looks back | swear | see his eyes water. 
"You know what, Slash? | came here on friendly terms, | was going t-- 


| interrupt him by rudely snorting. Axl and friendly? Ha-Hal Thats real funny! But then | mentally slap myself 
for being such a jackass. Axl was going to extend the olive branch and | had just fucked it up. 


His lips curl in a snarl. "Fuck you, Slash! Forget it! | don't need this shit! Have fun fuckin’ your skeleton” 
He turns to leave but calls back. "Oh, and Slash? Two can play at this game." 


| watch him go and | feel sick to my stomach. What did | just start? 


Free my Mind 


Author's Notes: 
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Free My Mind 


| heave another sigh and clutch my duffel bag, watching as Duff plants another sloppy kiss on Izzy. The dark 
haired man looks embarrassed but smiles up at Duff, who is clutching him tightly. 


"Uh, Guys?" | start to say, but they pay no attention Izzy's fingers tangle in the blonde locks and Duff purrs 
in Izzy's ear. "Hey, Guys!" 


‘Love ya, Izzy!" the blonde merrily proclaims. 

‘Love you too, Duff" Izzy whispers back 

| wave my hands around, trying to get their attention. "Hey, Izzy! Duff!" 

They ignore me and kiss again. Bastards. 

"Can you stop for one second, please?" | whine. Must they do this here? 

Izzy's tongue flicks out, sliding across Duff's lips. 

| roll my eyes. "Get a fuckin’ room! We're in the middle of the airport!" 

They quickly part and Duff grins sheepishly at me. "I was just saying goodbye to Izzy, that's all." 
Izzy blushes and looks away. "Well, uh..Duff..see ya.in a couple of days, alright?" 
The brown eyes glow. "I'll be counting the hours." 

Good grief. 

"Say hello to Susan for me, ok?" Izzy says, giving Duff another hug. 


| try to suppress another sigh. This wouldn't be so irritating if they didn't do this every time. | mean it doesn't 
bother me that they're together or whatever. Just why be so melodramatic? | was upset anyway, the whole 


issue with the redhead. | just wanted to go home and forget about the concert and focus on my family. 


And | definitely didn't want to miss the plane because my best friends couldn't keep their hands off of each 
other. 


"And have fun at *you-know-who's house," Duff whispers. 

| raise my eyebrows at that. "Who? Who is Izzy going to see?" 

"Nobody," Izzy says quickly. "No one important, Slash" 

They both look at me, quilt written across their faces. 

But Im not stupid. | know Izzy still talks to him. | know who he's going to see. 
"Axl, right?" 


Izzy nods. "Funny, though. He never invites me over, | usually have to invite myself. But he called up and told 


me to come over tonight. It's no big deal or anything.” 

| snort. "Yeah, no big deal. | don't care." 

| really don't. It's over. There is nothing between us. 

Duff and Izzy watch me for a minute, pity in their eyes. 

"No, | really don't care,” | protest. "Honest 

Liar. 

Duff turns to Izzy. "See ya later, Iz!" Another sloppy kiss is planted. 
"Bye Duff," Izzy laughs and kisses him back. "Oh.and bye Slash." 
Gee, thanks for remembering me. “Bye, Izzy." 


Duff and | grab our stuff and board the plane. He's jabbering on and on about Izzy and how much he loves him 
and | pretend to listen But something is wrong. Very wrong. | swallow the lump in my throat 


"He never invites me over, | usually have to invite myself. But he called up and told me to come over tonight," 


lzzy had said. 


Axl's out for revenge... My heart freezes... 


No please..not that.. 


Can't Stand the Heartache 
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Can't Stand the Heartache 


| had once asked Duff if Susan ever knew about him and Izzy. | mean, sure she knew they were friends, but did 
she know they were friends with "special" privileges? And Duff simply grinned and told me that Susan knew 
that she was the only woman for him. Which didn't really answer my question. Either she had no idea or the 
three engaged in some action together. But | knew it was more likely the former than the latter. Which was 
fine. | had never told Perla about any of the activities | had engaged in with a certain redhead. It was none of 
her business and something only the band knew about. A guy thing really, | love my wife but she doesn’t need 
to know everything. 


Perla | couldn't wait to see her. To hold her, to feel her, to have her make everything all right. To go into the 
house and have London run up and give his daddy hug, see my baby Cash. | needed to go home! Needed to 
forget. Three days wasn't going to be enough, but it was a start. 


| leaned back against my seat and closed my eyes. | really wished | had a cigarette, but aviation rules said no. 


But | had never listened to them before, in GNR | would aisle surf, smoke, and uh..join the mile high club. 


Not that | cared about the last part anymore. But back then it was the greatest. In that tight little bathroom 


with Axl pressed up against me, knowing the whole plane could hear us and not giving a fuck. 
"But now you set off other problems." 


| jerked out of my daydream. | had forgotten Duff was talking to me. "Um..what was that?" | had zoned out 


when he began describing a video he had of Izzy out in the rain 


Duff rolled his eyes. "| said nothing important. Just that your setting off a chain reaction that could possibly 


cause problems." The warm brown eyes studied me. "You don't know, do you?" 
"Know what?" 
"Know about him," Duff replied, telling me absolutely nothing. Typical Duff for you. 


| yawned and closed my eyes again. "| have no idea what you're talking about. But its late so I'm going to take a 


quick nap before we land." 


"About Scott?" 
| opened one eye. "What about Scott?" 
"Up on stage...you know..when you were trying to piss off Axl? Well, there were other effects, too." 


"Fuck! Just spit it out already!" | snapped, a little to harshly and | sighed as | saw the hurt look on Duff's face. 
‘Sorry, I'm just stressed that's all. What effects?" 


The blonde leaned in closer. "Scott has a..has a thing for you." 
| laughed out loud. Funny! That was funny! Scott liking me?! 


Duff did not look amused. "I'm being serious. He does, and since you did that you made him think he has a 


chance" 
| calmed my laughter. “I'm sorry, its just so hard to believe. He's married and all’ 

"You know that doesn't mean anything” 

True. "Well, how come you know it, Duff?" 

"| just do.” 

"Tell me: 

The bassist shrugged. "I was telling! him about me and Izzy and he let it slip that he has the hots for you. 


What are we fuckin’ high school chicks? With secret crushes and shit? 
‘Seriously? You're not lying?" 


"I'm being dead serious, Slash." 

Huh. Unexpected. Wonder how that would effect the band? "Why did you tell me this now?" | asked. 

"I just don't want you doing any more stupid things. You filled your quota for the month." He paused to laugh 
at his own joke. "But anyway, | don't think you should do any other things like that. You're giving Scott the 
wrong impression." 


"He knows I'm happily married" | replied, but | feel all twisted inside. 


"Yeah, but things can change." 


We stop talking and sit quietly till the flight is over. | don't even get to nap, I'm too busy worrying about what 
Ill say and do next time | see Scott. Which would be in three days. Plenty of time..hopefully. 


JOBE IO EE EE IRI RE 
I'm relieved to finally be home. And when | walk in the door | feel a slight sense of peace. This is my place, my 
rules, my shelter. I'm suppose to feel safe here and even though my family makes me so happy | still can't 


drown out that nagging feeling that something is about to go horribly wrong. 


Perla in my arms, never felt so good. And | held her so tight, like | never wanted to let go. And | didn't, the 


real world is much to scary. 


We make love and | try to treasure it, try to focus only on her. But | just can't... it feels different, doesn't feel 
right. 


| shouldn't be thinking of him. But | am. 

"Mmm.l love you sweetie," she whispered, as she lay curled next to me. 
"Love you too! 

And | really do. With all my heart, but why does it feel so false, so empty? 
| fall asleep, a dreamless sleep but nevertheless a peaceful one. Until.. 
"Saul! Honey, phone!" Perla nudges me awake. "Phone for you." 

| roll over and pull the covers over me. "I'm not home!" 

"Its Duff, Saul." 


| sit up and wipe my eyes, the clock says 5:30 am. | grab the phone out of her hand. | want to get back to 
sleep! 


"What the fuck, Duff?! Who the hell calls at 5:30 in the morning?! | was sleeping!" 
| hear a sob on the other line. "Sorry..l just need to talk to you." 
Something is horribly wrong. 


"What is it? What's wrong?" 


Duff sobs again. "Just come over!" 


Then he hangs up... 


Shatter to Pieces 


Author's Notes: 
Woo-Hoo! I'm on a roll with this story! Don't fail me now muses! 


Shatter to Pieces 


| needed to see Duff. | needed to find out what was wrong. | needed to comfort him anyway possible. Something 


was wrong and | needed to be there. 

| needed the fuckin’ traffic to start moving! 

| horked at the car in front of me for the third time. The guy leaned out the window and gave me the finger 
to which | responded to by shouting various obscenities at him. Normally | don't have road rage, actually 
normally | don't drive but this was different, it was urgent. At this rate | would have to sprint to Duff's 
house. 

What could have gone wrong? It was only last night that we had last spoken. What could have happened in such 
a short period of time? Was there something wrong with Susan or one of the girls? It couldn't be Axl. Not so 
soon. 

It couldn't be. 

Besides it was me he was after not Duff. And Axl may play dirty but he's not evil, right? Right? 

But he's out for revenge... 

Please, | will the cars in front of me, drive faster. All| hear in my head is Duff. He sounded so sad, like his 
very heart was torn apart. Duff is such a strong person and the most positive person | have ever met, what 
could have done this? 

| get a sick feeling in my gut but push it down. Damn himl 

My cell phone rings, suddenly. | stare at it for a minute before picking it up. 


"Hello?" 


"Slash?" the voice on the other said softly. 


"Duff? Is that you?" 
"Yeah." He's not sobbing but he sounds so distant, so hurt. "I thought you were coming over?" 


‘Lam, I'll be there soon Fuckin’ traffic out here is killing me!" The car in front of me slams on their brakes and 


almost causes me to crash into them. "Fuckin asshole!" 

"What was that?" 

'Nothin’. Just the person in front of me doesn't know how to drive. You all right? What's wrong?" 
There's a long pause at his end. "I can't.| really can't say. just | need to be with you" 

"Wait, what do you mean you can't say? Can't say what? You can't say what has gotten you all upset?" 
vial 

"Why not?" 


He sighed and | heard his voice waver a bit when he speaks. "You just shouldn't know. He wants you to know 


and you can't! But Slash, it's so awful!" 


I'm growing just a little impatient. "Fuck, what is it? Who wants me to know what? Why can't | know?!" | 
screamed, a little to loudly into the phone. 


| can hear that Duff is about to cry again. "I'll talk fo you when you get here." 

*Click* 

| listened to the dialtone for a few minutes before tossing the phone in the seat beside me. 
Now | was certain of who it was. Axl. 

That little fucker dragged Duff into this mess! 


| finally make it to Duff's house. | walk up onto the porch and ring the doorbell. It takes Duff forever to 


answer. 
"Aw, Duff ya look like shit," | gave him a huge hug. 


He looked like he hadn't slept all night. His hair was a tangled mess, his eyes bloodshot and swollen | watched as 
he brought a cigarette to his mouth and noted that his hands were shaking. 


"Come in, Slash."he whispered, hoarsely. "Lets go into my room." 

| nodded and followed him. We went down one of the hallways which had many pictures on the walls. Most of 
them were of Susan and the kids, but some of the band and at the end of the hallway a picture of Duff and 
Izzy together. Izzy was looking away from the camera, trying to hide his face behind his hat and Duff with his 
huge smile was grabbing Izzy around the waist, holding him still for the camera. They both looked so happy, it 


was wonderful. 


We reached Duff's bedroom and the blonde threw himself on the bed, burying his head in his pillow. | saw his 


body shake and another strained sob escaped him. 
What has he done to my Duff? 


| walked over and sat beside my best friend, rubbing his back. "Aw, Duff, it kills me to see you like this. Please, 
you gotta tell me what's bothering you." 


"| can't. But just hold me, Slash." his voice, muffled by the pillows, almost inaudible. 
Hold him? 


| lay on the bed beside him, curling my body around his. | threw my arm around him and pulled him close to 


me. "Better?" 

"A little," he sniffed. 

"You're not gonna tell me what's wrong?" 

| can't, itll just make things worse." 

| bit my lip. "Is it Axl?" 

Duff didn't answer right away, but when | lifted my head up | could see a fresh flow of tears. 
"Please, tell me, Duff" 

"He apologized, ya know?" 

"Who Axl?" 

"No, not Axl. But anyway he apologized, and | do forgive him but | just..how could he." 


| held him tighter. What was Duff talking about? "Um..who?..'m confused." 


"So am I. | love him so much. And he loves me he told me so! He does, Slash, he does! I'm glad he told me..but | 
just can't.what am | going to do? How could he do that?" | hold my breath as Duff starts crying hysterically. 


"And now I'm sobbing here like a little bitch over him! But he means so much to me! | know he's sorry but.” 


And it clicks, snaps into place. | know what it is. | know what Axl did. The horrible thing Axl did for revenge. He 
didn't just play around, he went straight for the throat. Heart practically stops and | feel dizzy. 


"Duff, he didn't..." 


Duff looks up at me with a tear-streaked face. The liquid pools of brown filled to the brim with so much pain 


"Yes, Slash..he did," He curls up to me and buries his head in my chest. "Izzy slept with Axl." 


You Got No Right! 


Author's Notes: 
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You Got No Right! 


| felt like | had been punched in the face. | was sickeningly numb. How could he do this?! How could they do 
this?! 


Duff sniffed against my chest and | could feel the sobs shake his body. "Duff.l.|.'m so sorry..this is just..fuck.” 
| ran my fingers through the feathery blonde hair. "I don't know what to say." 


And | didn't. But | knew what | wanted to do. | wanted to kill that fuckin’ redhead and that bastard that | dared 
to call my friend! | didn't know who | hated more, Izzy or Axl. 


Izzy had to know Axl would try something, right? Yet he stupidly went over and he..it made me want to puke 
just even thinking about it. 


Why do | care, though? 


| don't. | don't. Its just fucked up that he hurt Duff like this. That he dragged my best friend into our struggle. 


Izzy was my friend, that was low. Very low. 


But Axl has always been like that. The ends justify the means. | hurt him, he has to get me back no matter 
what it takes. 


Well, it worked. 

l'm not jealous, just angry. 

| cupped my hand under Duff's chin and tilted it up so that he was looking at me. "It'll be alright, man. Itll be 
ok" | whispered, trying my best to soothe him. It hurt me so much to know he's in pain. Duff doesn't deserve 


it. "Relax, Duff..calm down. Stop crying, please?" 


‘lm trying.ltm trying real hard" He wiped the tears away." I'm not crying. It's the light thats all, it hurts 


them and makes ‘em water." 


| almost smiled at that. "Sure, Duff, it's the light." See? What kind of sick demented fucker would hurt this 


creature? 
W. Axl Rose, of course. 

| hate him. | hate him! | hate him! 

Axl may have won this battle, but the war was far from over. 

| had to get him back. But | wasn't going to do it, just for me but for Duff as well 
Revenge. An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth 

The only question was, how? 

"Slash?" 

"Yes, Duff?" 

"Please, don't make this worse. Be the bigger person" 

Shit. When did Duff learn to read minds? 

"| will, Duff. m not looking for revenge," | lied. 

"Good" He snuggled up closer to me as | lay on the bed 


| could feel his warm body as it curled around me, | could feel the fluttering of his chest. My hand dropped 
from his head down to his waist. 


"Duff, you know l'm here for you, always” | shifted so | could look into his eyes, those big sad puppy dog eyes 
"| know, Slash" 

"And if you ever need anything.” | leaned in closer. 

Fuck, what am | doing?! 

He leaned in too. "I know! 

Our faces barely an inch apart. His steamy breath, hot on my face. Those brown eyes, big enough to drown in 


Fuck you Axl. 


He tried to say something else but before he could get it out | pulled his face to meet mine. Our lips met, a 
tender kiss. He groaned into it and my other hand slid to his waist too. 


Its so wrong! What am | doing?! 


| was hard against my jeans. And | dragged him on top of me, our lips still intertwined. He let me have complete 


control, didn't even try to fight back 
We broke apart to catch our breath. 


"Slash, we can't. | can't do this!" He whispered. "I can't do this, its not right, just acting out of revenge." He 
doesn't get off of me, though. 


"Yeah, | guess your right” 
"You understand?" 

"OF course |- 

Im interrupted by a sudden cry. "Oh My." 


Duff rolled off me. | looked and there was Susan standing in the doorway and not just Susan, she was holding 


little Grace. 

Aw, Damn it. 

"| never knew.." She clutched her daughter, her eyes fill with tears. "How could you?" 
"Susan.No, its not what it looks like..| mean it was..but no, its not" Duff frantically stammered. 
His wife turned and walked away. 

He slumped to his knees. "Slash, | think you better go." 

| don't listen. | just laid there on the bed, | still had a hard on 


But Fuck you, Axl Rose. 


A Dish Served Cold 


Author's Notes: 
On with the soap opera. 


A Dish Served Cold 
The door slammed in our faces. 


| took a drag on my cigarette and watched my friend crumble on his porch. The blonde locks covered his face 
but | was pretty sure he was crying. | put my hand on his shoulder, he shrugged it off. 


"It's ok, Duff," | whispered, but the words sounded so hollow. | had repeated them just an hour earlier then 


proceeded to fuck his life up even more. 
What kind of friend am |? 


"No, It's not, Slash," he sniffed. "I've just lost everything! My wife, my kids, Izzy.l'm.fuck.What am | going to 


do?!" 


"| don't know, man," | said lamely. Maybe if | was a better person | would have thought of something else to 


say. But I'm not, so | continued to smoke my cigarette in silence. 
"l'm a horrible person!" 
"Don't say that, Duff. That's not true!" 


He nodded. "Yes, it is! What is Grace gonna think?! And Susan kicked me out of the house and if she only 
knew.."he trailed off and sighed. "l'm just so fucked up." 


"You're not the only one." | sank to my knees beside him. "Look, | have to apologize..you know, for what | did 


back there..| dunno what got into me." 


He turned in tear-streaked face towards me and shook his head. "Yeah, It's ok" He laughed but there was no 


humor in it. "I kind of enjoyed it, that's what's so horrible.’ 


"Oh, so | can't be enjoyable?" 


He tried to smile. "You know that's not what | meant." 


| pulled him to his feet. And we started walking away from his house. "C'mon, we'll just.uh.fuck, we can't go to 
my house, Susan's probably on the phone with Perla right now." 


"We could try." 

| didn't want to mention the fact that | really would rather not go home, not see Perla because it hurt. It hurt 
to feel this way, it hurt to know someone loves you so much and you think of another. | couldn't go home 
because then | would have to face the awful truth..but what was the truth? 

| didn't love my wife anymore? No, that wasn't it. 

| still had feelings for Axl? Hell, no! 

The truth was. was horribly mixed up. | was confused as all hell, and going home wasn't going to help. | wanted 
Axl, but | didn’t. | loved my wife, but couldn't be with her. Duff was my friend and for a brief second 
something more. But | knew one thing was certain, Did | want revenge? 


Oh, Yeah! 


That arrogant little brat would pay for making me feel this way, for making my life so fucked up, just when 


things were looking up. 

"Duff, let's just hop back on a plane and go back to the band, what do you say?" 

He took one last long look at his house. His eyes filled to the brim with unfallen tears. 
The door was still shut. 

"Yeah, let's leave." he finally said. 
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It occurred to me that it had been less then twenty-four hours since my last flight and we were almost in 


the exact same seats as last time. 


Duff was on the phone, talking to Matt. We had decided at least to tell Matt the whole truth, since he 
probably understood the most. Matt had always been a bit uncomfortable with certain relationships within 
Guns ‘N Roses, tolerate, yes, but always a bit different when it came to those things. 


However, | knew Matt was trying his best to console Duff, because no one likes to see Duff in pain. And even 


with all that bluster and huff that Matt puts up as a front, everyone knew that deep down he truly cared 


about Duff. 

| highly doubted he cared about me all that much, but how could you not love Duff? 

"Yes, Thank you, Matt," Duff was saying. "It means a lot to me." 

| closed my eyes. | needed sleep. 

‘No, don't say that!" Duff said. "It is not" 

| opened my eyes to look at him. 

Duff gave me a faint smile. "He's sitting right here, Matt" 

So, Matt was talking about me? | poked the blonde in the ribs. "What is he saying about me?" 

Duff shook his head. 

"Tell me," | hissed. 

‘Oh, Just something rude, that's all," Duff whispered to me. He then addressed Matt. "Ill talk to you later, ok? 
Thank you, and let me know if that happens before | get there..yeah..ok.bye." He turned off his cell phone and 
shoved it in his pocket. 

"What did Matt say?" | prodded. 

"Nothing, it wasn't anything big.’ 

"Tell me." 

"You really want to know?" 


"Yes. 


Duff sighed. "He just said it could all have been avoided if you had kept to yourself at the concert. He said you 
and your fuckin’ gyrating hips are to blame." 


| swallowed hard, perhaps Matt was right? 
No, | knew he was right. 


"But, Slash," Duff said leaning his head against mine. "I told him that | did not blame you. You didn't make Izzy 
and Axl." he trailed off. 


"No, Duff, | did start it. And I'm gonna finish it, too." 


And | was, | just didn't know how.. 


Out To Get You 
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Out To Get You 


"It ll be just fine, Duff, don't you worry," Matt whispered, giving the blonde a huge hug. "I'm here for you, ya 
know that? And this'll all be water under the bridge soon" He looked over at me, not hiding his anger at all. 


Well, that was the good thing about Matt. He was honest. 


| looked out the window, watching as fields, houses and cars rushed by. At least my mind would be off this 


whole mess soon, a gig was coming up and so | had no time to think about Perla, Susan, and that redhead. 
"Hey, Slash?" Duff said, breaking me out of my thoughts. "Can | have a cigarette, my pack is at my house." 


"Sure, no problem." | reached into my pocket and gave Duff the pack and my lighter. | watched him light up, 
the frail creature that | held in my arms was gone, Duff had found his strength again. The brown eyes no 


longer held tears or even pain, they were hardened and cold. His mouth was set in a firm line, full of resolve. 


After all, Duff was not weak or wimpy and no one ever should make that assumption about him. He wouldn't 
have been in Guns "N Roses if he was, he wouldn't have lasted. No, Duff was strong, probably even stronger 
then me, and had a faith in people | never had. But, he had a vicious streak in him that no one could tame. 


Drunken brawls in clubs, fights in the streets, destroying other people's property..no, he wasn't a pussy at all 


That's why it bothered me so much to see him like that, to see his pain | didn’t like watching him cry, not 


being able to comfort him, and knowing | was partly to blame. 


"So. uh, Matt? Where are Scott and Dave? They around here?" | asked, casually. | had to find someone else to 


talk to, someone who was not throwing daggers every time they looked my way. 


"Dave is still at home and as for Scott? Last time | checked he was in the bathroom putting eye-liner on or 


something.” Matt's voice was also civil. 


"Great," | muttered. "That'll only take two fuckin’ hours." | sank into the tiny couch, looking wistfully outside. 
"Set me free, Set me free.” 


"What was that, Slash?" Duff asked coming and sitting beside me, throwing an arm around my neck. "Was that 
singing | heard?" 


| smiled. "Of course not. | don't sing." 

"Buick, Buick, Buick Mekane will ya." His eyes lit up as he sang and he waited for me to finish. "C'mon, Slash!" 
Sighing, | stared back at him. "Buick Mckane will ya be my girl." | sang back. "Be my girl." 

The blonde hair rippled as Duff leaned his head back to laugh. "I'll be your girl, anytime." 

| tried to laugh back, but | couldn't muster up the energy. So instead | leaned my head on my best friend's 
shoulder. He shifted so | was more comfortable and dropped his arm so it was around my back. | closed my 


eyes letting his steady breathing and the rhythm of his heart beat soothe me. 


But my peace was interrupted with our arrival at the small arena where the gig was being held. | grabbed my 


bag and followed Duff outside the tour bus into the cold morning air. 

‘It's fuckin’ freezin’ out here," | commented. "Why are we out here?" 

Duff paid no attention to me and sat down on the pavement. "Its perfect time for exercise, don't you agree?" 
"No. It's cold" 

He ignored me and began stretching. | debated whether to go back inside or stay and exercise with Duff. 

He spread his legs out into a near split. 

"Uh..How ‘bout | watch, ok?" | stuttered. Yeah, just watch..and not think about anything in particular. Like Duff's 
flexibility, or his legs, or probably the many positions he could get.| felt a sudden sensation from inside my 
pants. " Forget it, Duff! Going back inside!" | made a mad dash for the bus, hoping he hadn't seen anything. 

Of course when | went inside | ran into Matt. He raised an eyebrow. "Problem?" 


"| was just freezing my nuts off that's all," | answered, giving him a big grin 


He didn't smile only leaned in to whisper something. "You do anymore of this shit, Slash. Anything else to keep 
this sick little game going and I'll beat your ass. You do anything else to hurt Duff and your a dead man" 


| stared at him, not sure whether to take him seriously or not. He turned with a snort and sauntered towards 


the back of the bus. 


Apparently he wasn't kidding. 


Well, | wasn't going to get revenge, anyway. 


| had finally decided not to, that's what Axl would want me to do. And | couldn't have that! No, | would just 


ignore the entire incident, that would show him. 


| was very proud of myself for being so mature. But as | went to go sit back down and perhaps take a nap, | 
noticed a car pull up. 


Not just any car. 
Out stepped Izzy. 
And in less then a second | lost all self control. 


| was gonna fuckin’ kill him! 


Fight Club 
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Fight Club 


| quickly darted out of the bus. Duff was still doing his mourning exercises, completely oblivious to who was 


here. And | couldn't have him find out. That would hurt too bad, to face the man who broke your heart 
"Duff," | hissed. "Get on the bus” 

He looked up from his position on the pavement. "What?" 

"Get on the fuckin’ bus, now!" 

Bewildered, he stood up. "Why, Slash?" 


| knew Izzy was going to come around the side of the bus any second so | grabbed the bassists arm. Trying to 
be gentle | guided him towards the bus door. "Get in," | whispered. "Please, Duff. Just go inside." 


"Why | don't understand- 
Before he could even finish | shoved him in. Just in time to see Izzy walk up. 
| felt an anger that | hadn't felt in a long time. The need for pure violence, | just wanted to bash Izzy's face in. 


My fingers curled, my breathing grew uneven, and every nerve in my body seemed to be tingling. | was 


pumped up, just had to wait till he got closer. 
"Slash," Izzy said quietly. "Um..hello.how are you?" 


| didn't answer, | didn't have to. | knew my face said it all. | could only imagine the hatred | had plastered on my 


face, it was enough to have every fiber in my body vibrate. 


| really wanted to kill him. And he was suppose to be my friend. 


Izzy's dark eyes looked more haunted then ever and it was obvious how uncomfortable he was. He shifted his 


gaze away from me and stared at our huge tour bus. "Um.Slash.is a.is Duff.around.is he here?" 


| felt the rage swell up from deep inside me, screaming out for retribution. "Why do you want to see him?" | 


spat. "Didn't you already hurt him enough?" 


His eyes dropped down to the ground and he kicked lamely at the asphalt." You know? Well, | guess you would 
find out. Uh..yeah, that's what | wanted to speak to him about." His voice faltered. "| wanted to apologize." 


"No." 
He looked up. "What?" 


"No," | repeated, firmly. "You're not going to see him. You are an inconsiderate asshole, Izzy. Duff loved you and 


look what you did” 


"I know." he whined, tears welling up in his hallowed eyes. "I know..it's horrible. „didnt mean to hurt him..." His 


eyes suddenly widened as he looked at something behind me. "Duff!" 


| turned around and there he was. He looked like he was in a state of shock "Izzy?" He said softly. "You're 


here?" 

"Duff, | am so sorry!" Izzy cried. "I'm so sorry | hurt you!" 

"Are you?" It wasn't mocking, but Duffs tone held more then a little resentment. 

"Yes! Yes, | am!" The dark haired guitarist now had tears streaming down his face. "It was an accident." 


"Some accident!" | snapped. "How does an accident like that happen, huh? Did you trip and fall and magically Axl's 
up your ass? Did it happen while you were sleeping? Bullshit, Stradlin! You are full of Bullshit!" 


"But it was..he just.lt wasn't suppose to happen..Duff, you gotta believe me, | love you," Izzy pleaded, wiping his 
tears away. "I really do love you." 


| had enough. Something in me snapped. 


| lunged towards my former friend, easily knocking him to the ground. | felt my fist make contact with his jaw. 
He grunted in pain and tried to fight back, managing to give me a good hit in my eye. But it was a no contest. 


| was bigger than him, stronger than him, and a whole lot madder. | planned to kill him. 


"What were you thinking?!" | screamed, ramming my fist into his mouth. "How could you do that?! How could 


you?! Look what you did to Duff!" 


He was crying and shouting for me to stop, but | didn't. It was a relentless assault on him And oddly enough no 


one was stopping me. 

"You hurt him! You heartless bastard! Look what you did to him!" The blows were coming faster and faster, 
Izzy lay curled up beneath me, trying everything to keep his body away from my fists. "Did it feel good? Huh?! 
Did you scream his name? Did you like it? | bet you did! Right, Stradlin! You fuckin’ enjoyed it!" 

"Slash stop it! Izzy! Oh, Izzy! Slash you're killing him!" Someone yelled. | think it was Duff. 

Izzy lay there his face a complete bloody mess, but | didn't care. "Look what you did to mel” 

| suddenly stopped. To me? 

To me..Duff wasn't the reason | was so mad, | was jealous. 

So horribly jealous.. 

| felt arms wrapping themselves around my waist and pulling me up. Someone was whispering soothingly in my 
ear. "It's ok, calm down, Slash. Easy, just relax." My vision finally cleared enough to see that Scott had me. He 
was holding me tightly, afraid | would go mental again, which was likely. 


"You were always jealous! You always wanted him! He doesn't want you! He doesn't!" | sobbed, miserably. 


But | let Scott drag me away from the limp body of Izzy Stradlin. 


